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Aux. ron, Cnonu if Shopterds. | 5 es i 


HE R E Twen ED'S fair] Plains. in liberal [Beauty lis 
And Fiona laughs | beneath a lucid Sky ; #17 . 7 : 


11 1. 


Long 1 Vales where eryſtal Waters lave, . 5 = 1 b + 
Where blythe Birds warble, and where LOL Woods ; wa * = 
A bright-hair d Shepherd, in young Beauty's Boom, 0 


: WITEYC 2 
Tun d bis 322 Pipe behind the yellow Broom, N 


Free to the Gale his waving Rin glets lay, 

And his blue Eyes diffus'd an azure Day. 
h Light o'er his Limbs a cardleſs Robe he flung ; - 
Health rais d bis! Heatt,and Stren 800 bis firm Nerves firung. 


MH 9 
e „ His 


s 9 3 
His native Plains Ar Charms inſpir d, 1 2 
Wild Scenes where ancient Panty oft reti dz ” 44 0 
Oft led her F aeries to the Shepherd's Lay, | 
” Yarrow 's Banks, or GRSves of Enpencar. | 


Nor only his thoſe Images that KG * I. 
Fair to the Glance of Fancy's plaſtic Eyes; : 
His Country's Love his Patriot Soul poſſeſs d, 
His Country $ Honour fir d his filial Breaſt. = 
Her lofty Genius, piercing, bright, and bold, ENS 0 1 * 
Her Vilour witneſs d by the World of. as,” | 
Witneſs d once more by tecent Heaps of Kain 
On Caniny J Wild Hilts, arid MinvaN's Plain, g int; w 
To Sounds ſublimer wak'd his paſtoral Reed 8 „ 
Peace, Mountain Yichoes] while the Strains proceed. 


. V 
AMYNTOR.. 


No more of Tivior, nor the foes Braces, : . g ; 
Where the Ie Shepherd tunes his lightſome Lays; "EEE 
ID + No 


I 2 
No more of Lzaper's' fra Shore, 
Of SoRREIL's Field, and GLzDswoop-Banks no more. 
| Unheeded ſmile my Country s native Charms, 
Loſt in the Glory of her Arts and Arms. 
Theſe, Shepherds, theſe demand a nobler Strain 


Than CLyDE s clear Fountains, or fair KAIDSLEY 8 Plain. 


CrHorus of SHEPHERDS. 
Shepherd, to thee ſublimer Lays belong, 
The Force divine of Soul-commanding Song. 
Theſe humble Reeds have little learnt to play, 
Save the light Airs that chear the paſtoral Day. 
of Crypr's clear Fountains and fair KarpsLEv's Plain 
We ling, as Fancy guides the ſimple Strain, 
If then thy Country's ſacred Fame demand 
The high-ton'd Muſic of a happier Hand--- 
Shepherd, to thee ſublimer Lays belong, 
The Force divine of Soul-commanding Song, 
E AuvNrox⸗ 


C20 1 
"AMYNTOR, 
In ſpite of Faction's blind unmanner'd Rage, 
| Of various Fortune and deſtructive Age, 


Fair ScoTL.and's Honours yet unchang d are ſeen, 


Her Palms fill blooming, and her Laurels een 


Freed from the Confines of her Gothic Grave, 
When her firſt Light reviving Science gave, 
Alike o'er BarTaix ſhone the liberal Ray, 

From Exsw1irn's Mountains to the Banks of Tay. 


For Jaws * the Mules tun'd their ſportive Lays, 
And bound the Monarch's Brow with Cxavcsr's Bays: 
Arch Humour ſmil'd to hear his mimic Strain, 


And plauſive lau giter thrill d thro' fy Vein, 


When Taſte and: Genius form the Royal Mind, 
The favour'd Arts a happier Bra find; 


® James the Firſt, King of Scotland; Author of the famous me Song, 
entitled Conif's Kirk on 25 Green. | 
By 


By TaMss belov'd the Muſes tun'd their Lyres 
To nobler Strains, and-breath'd diviner Fires. 

But the dark Mantle of involving Time 
Has veil'd their Beauties, and obſcur'd their Rhyme. 


Yet till ſome pleaſing Monuments remain; 
Some Marks of Genius in each later Reign. 
In nervous Strains DunBax's bold Muſic flows, 


And Time yet ſpares the Thiſtle and the Roſe ®. 


O, while 15 Courſe the hoary Warrior ſteers 
Thro' the long Range of Life-diſſolving Years, | 
 Thro' all the Evils of each changeful Age, 
Hate, Envy, Faction, Jealouſy, and Rage, 
Ne'er may his Scythe theſe ſacred Plants divide, 
| Theſe Plants by Heaven in native Union tied! 
Still may the Flower its ſocial ſweets 55 


The hardy Thiſtle ſtill defend the Roſel. 22 5 


CM A Poem ſo called, written in Honour of + IR Daughter of - 
Henry VII. on her Marriage to James IV, King of See By Mr. Wil- 


* 
. ö 5 £ 


liam Dunbar, 


. 12 1 
Hail 1 Days! appeas'd by MARGARET's Charms, 
When rival VaLous ſheath'd his fatal Arms, | 
When kindred Realms unnatural War ſuppreſt, 
Nor aim'd their Arrows at a Siſter's Breaſt. 


Kind to the Muſe is Qui1er's genial Day; 
Her Olive loves the Foliage of the Bay. 


With bold Dux BAR aroſe a numerous Choir, 
Of rival Bards that ſtrung the Dorian Lyre. | 
In gentle HznsvysoN's * unlabour'd Strain 
Sweet ArzTHUsA's Shepherd breath'd again, 
Nor ſhall your tuneſul Viſions be forgot, 
Sage BELLENTYNE R, and fancy- painting Scor 4. 


* Mr. Robert Henryſon, an ingenious Paſtoral Poet. 

+ Mr. John Bellentyne, Archdean of Murray, Author of a beautiful 
allegorical Poem, entitled, Virtue and Vice, 

+ Mr. Archibald Scott, in the Year 1524, tranſlated the Viſion a Poem, 
ſaid to have been written in the Year 1360. He was Author of the Eagle 
and the Redbreaſt alſo, and ſeveral other Pieces written with uncommon 
Elegance for their Day. 1 So | | 

i TP | | But 


But, O my Govinery dl how ſhall U Merboty: trace N 
Thy bleeding Anguiſh, and thy, dire Dilgrace At d ak | 
Weep o er the Ruins of thy blaſted Bays, : 
Thy Glories loſt i in either Cual s Days? . ö <2 
When thro! thy. Fields geſtructire Rapine (pied; „„ 
Nor ſparing Infants Tears, nor hoary Head. Pa ig 1011 
In thoſe dread Days tl the unprotected: Swan 101 rodt'3 „ 
Mourn'd on the Mountains o'er, his waſted Hin WN 
Nor longer vocal with the Shepherd's Laß, 1 15 
Were Yarrow $ Banks, or. Groves of Evo gzuav. 
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Amyntor, ceaſe! the Scene , „„ 


e BEL AHH : 5 

Nor the fond Breaſt of filial Duty, tear, 4 oo „ - | 
Yet i in our Eyes our Fathers Sorrows flow, 28 ; 
Yer in our bob lives ber hig Me... 
At Eve returning from their ſcanty Fol } het 515 oy 4 
* the long Suffering of their dire they told). 
50G : „ . a 3 


K % 1 


Oſt have we ſigh'd the piteous Tale to hear, 
And Infant wonder dropt the mimic Tear. 


AMYNTOR. 


Shepherds, no longer need your Sorrows flow, 

Nor pious Duty cheriſh endleſs Woe. 

Vet ſhould Remembrance, led by filial Love, 
*Phro' the dark Vales of old Affliction rove; 
The mournful Shades of Sorrows paſt explore, 

And think of Miſeries that are no more; 

Let thoſe ſad Scenes that aſk the duteous Tear, 

The kind Return of happier Days endear. - 


Hail, Anna, Mt 0 may each Muſe divine 
With Wreaths eternal grace thy holy Shrine. . 
Grav'd on thy Tomb this ſacred Verſe r remain, 
This Verſe more Feet ws Conqueſt $ founding Strain, | 
 &« She bade the Rage of hoſtile Nations ceaſe, 


- The glorious Arbitreſs of Europe' 8 Peace. 
DE) - . She, 


FP” 
8 
2 


. 
She, thro' whoſe Boſom roll'd the vital Tide 
Of BriTaiN' s Monarchs in one Stream allied, 


| Clos d the long Jealouſies of different Sway, 5 
| And ſaw united Siſter-Realms obey. 


Auſpicious Days! when Tyranny no more 


Rais'd his red Arm, nor drench'd his Darts 1 in Gore. = 


When, long an Exile from his native Plain, 
Safe to his Fold return d the weary Swain. 
Return d, and, many a painful Summer paſt, 
Beheld the green Bench by his Door at laſt. 


Auſpieious Days! i Scots, 1 no more e 
On their free Mountains bar'd the fearleſs Br 


With Pleaſure ſaw their Flocks unbounded feed, 
And tun'd to Strains of ancient Joy the Reed. 


Then, Shepherds, did your wondering Sires behold ' 
A Form divine, whoſe Veſture flam'd with Gold 1 45 
„ 


I 16 * 


His radiant Eyes a 157 Like had? 
And ſolar Glories beam'd around his Head. 
Like that ſtrange Power by fabling Poets feign'd, 
| From Eaſt to Weſt his mighty Arms he ſtrain d. 8 


A rooted Olive i in one Hand he bore, 


In Xone a Globe, inſcrib'd with Seas and Shore. 


From Tuauxs' $ Banks to TwzzeD, to Tay he came, 


Wealth i in his Rear, and Comuace was his Name. 


Glad InvusrTRy the glorious Stranger hails, | 
Rears the tall Maſt, and ſpreads the ſwelling Sails. 
Regions remote with active Hope explores, 


Wild ZauzLA's Hills, and Ar Ric's burning Shores. 


But chief, Col uubbs, of thy various Coaſt, 
Child of the Union, Comtrcs bears his Boaſt, = 
' To ſeek thy new-found Worlds, the ventrous Swain, 
His Lak forſaking, left the lowland Plain, 


Aſide 


1 
Aſide his Crook, his idle Pipe he threw, 
And bade to Muſic, and to Love adieu. 5 


Hence GLasgow fair, thy Wealth- diffufir ing Hand," 
Thy Groves of Veſſels, and'thy crowded Strand, 

Hence, round his Folds the moorland 1 ſpies 

New focial Towns, and happy: *Hiutaletw rife 2012-194 


But me not Splendor, hor the Hopes of Gain 1 
Should over tempt tc to quit the peaceful Plain. 
: Shall I, poſſeſt of all that Life requires, Nai i 
With tutor d Hopes, and limited Deſires, 
Change theſe ſweet Fields, theſe native Scenes (of Baſe, | 


For Climes uncertain, and uncertain: Seas? 


Nor yet, fair Counnnes, do 1 thee diſdain, 5 
Tho Guilt and Death and Riot Welt thy Train. | 
Chear'd by the Influence of thy ng Ray, 
The liberal Arts ſublimer Works eſſay. | 
Genius for thee relumes his facred Fire, 4 
And Science nearer to her Heaven aſpires. col adlid 
bir 5 | 1 


[ 18 1 


' The ſanguins' Eye of Tyranny long clog'd, 


By Commerce foſter'd, and in Peace repos 'd, | 
No, more her Miſcries when, my Country mourn'd, . 
With brighter Flames her glowing Genius burn d. 
Soon wandering fearleſs many a Muſe was ſeen, 
O'er the dun Mountain, and the wild Wood green. 1780 
Soon to the Warblings of the paſtoral Reed IF 


Started ſweet Een from the Shores of wean. | 3 


oY Pug parent: Stream! hers thy fair n ene 
The Child of Nature, gentle aiich 10107 1510 
Young as he wander dion thy flowery Side, 920 asd 
With ſimple Joy 'torſee thy bright Wore ge. [730% 
Thither, in. Nature 's Negligence : array d, 


6 5 
1 E 
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24 
5 


From Climes remote the fiſter SEASONS. fry 4. 1 


} 4 4 — N 


Lang lb bonſted to exbel 113 5 5 4 10 
(For Jealouſies in Siſter- Boſoms dwell ̃ ; 
But now, delighted with the liberal Boy, 13 40) toe 
Like Heaven's fair: Rivalsin-l the Groves of FRV ' - /. 

77 A | Yield 


J 


[ F 1 g J 

Vield to an * Swab, their high Debate, 7 | 
And from his Voice the Palm of Beauty wat. 

Her naked Charrhs! | Hke Vi uus, : to diſcloſe, 934 
SprinG from her Boſom threw the ſhadowing ww} 
Bar d the pure Show that feeds the Lover's _ 4 
The Breaſt that thrills with exquiſite + | 
Aſſum' d the tender Smile, the melting Bye, 
The Breath favonian, and the yielding Sight” 1 ee 


One beauteous Hand a Wilding s Bloſſom ę "nh a, 
And one enfolde half her Zoneleſs Wæiſt. 5 


Majeltic Soha, in gay wa dard 
Her Rival Siſter T's s fimple Beauty ſcorn” bg | Fa 
5 With Purple Wreaths her lofty'Brows e bete 8 
With glowing F lowers her riſing Boſom crown'd. 
In her gay Zone, by artful Fancy Ra,” Se 
The bright Roſe bluſh; the Full: 5 0 N 
Her Cheeles tlie Glow of {plendid Clouds diſplay * 
, 25 her Eyes flafh infufferable Day. ac en 
owl J e e 


— 


* 
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With milder Air the gentle Auruux came, 


But ſeem'd to languiſh at her Siſter's Fam. 
Yet, conſcious of her boundleſs Wealth, ſhe bore 
On high the Emblems of her golden Store, | 

Yet could ſhe boaſt the Plenty- pouring Hand, 
The liberal Smile, benevolent and bland. B 

Nor might ſhe fear in Beauty to excell, | 

From whoſe fair Head ſuch golden Treſſes fell; 

Nor might che envy SUMMER's flowery Zone, 


In whoſe iweet Eye the Star of Evening ſhone. 


Did W1NnTER hope the envied Palm to gain? 
Ves Wix ER hop'd. What Woman! is not vain? 
cc Behold,” ſhe cried, with Voice that ſhook the Ground, 
(The Bard, the Siſters trembled at the Sound) wy 
te Ve we Adinirers ll a Sees or Roſe, ed al 
« tha my en Froſt ber ga k Boſom __ 


cc __ the faint dun, and bind the fluid Al! Fl 
11 * Nature | 


x 21 . 
« Nature to you may lend a painted Hour, 


92 With you may ſport, when I ſuſpend my Power. 
5 But you and Nature, who that Power obey, ? 
te Shall own my Beauty, or ſhall a 5 oy” FoaT 


She ſpoke: The Bard, 1158 1 Heart nel er gave 
One Pain or Trouble that he knew to ſave, , 
No favour'd Nymph extols with partial Lays, s,, 
But gives to each her Picture for her Praiſe. | 


Mute lies his Lyre in Death's unchearful Gloom, 
And Truth and Genius weep at 'TroMsoN 's Tomb. 


Vet till the Muſe's living Sounds pervade 
Her ancient Scenes of Caledonian Shade. 
Still Nature liſtens to the tuneful Lay, 
On K:i,pa's Mountains and in ExpaaMay. | 

Th hn Wines of poetic Fire, ts 
The mighty Hand that ſmites the founding Lyre, 
F Strains 


#Y CF F 


42 

Strains chat on Fancy's ſtrongeſt Pinion nile... + 
Conceptions vaſt, and Thoughts that graſp the Skies, 
To the rapt Youth that mus d on *  SHAKESPEAR' s Grave, 
To OG1LY1E the Muſe of Pix DAR gave. 1 | 
+ Tims, as he ſung, a Moment ceas'd to ly, 
And lazy + Sunzr unfolded half his Eye. 

Too, ſoon he tried one ill-adapted Song, 

And the chain'd Numbers faintly toil'd along. 
Fit for no youthful, for no rhyming Lay 

Was the dread Pomp of Judgment 8 aweful Day. 


But wake, ſweet Bard, the Theban Lyre again; 3 
With ancient Valour ſwell the ſounding Strain. 
Hail the high Trophies by thy Country won, 
The Wreaths chat flouriſh for each valiant Son. | 


While Hardyknute frowns red with Nozway' $ Gore, 
Paint her pale Matrons weeping on the Shore. 


See Mr. Ogilvie's Ode to the Genius of Shakeſpear. 
+ Ode to Time. Ibid. 2 8 
+ Ode to Sleep, Ibid, . 
i, Hark! 


1 8 1 


Hark! the green Clarion pouring F hex of Breath 
Voluminouſly loud; high Scorn of Death a 
Each gallant Spirit elates; ſee Rothſay's Thane | 
With Arm of Mountain Oak his firm Bow ſtrain! 3 
Fark! the string twangs the whizzing Arrow flies Tal 
The fierce Noxss falls—indignant falls---and dies: 
Ober the dear Urn, where glorious * WALLACE ſleeps, 
True Valour bleeds, and Patriot Virtue weeps. 
Son of the Lyre, what high ennobling Strain, 
What Meed from thee ſhall generous WarLact gain ? ö 


Who greatly ſcorning an Uſurper s Pride, 
Bar d his brave Breaſt for W and died. 


Boaſt, 8corTLanD, boaſt, thy Sons of glen Name, 5 
Thine ancient Chiefs of high heroic Fame. 
Souls that to Death their Country's Foes oppos yy 
And Life in Freedom, glorious Freedom clos d. 


57 William Wallace, wild after bravely defending his Country againſt 


the Arms of Edward I. was executed as a Rebel, though he had taken no 


Oath of Allegiance. 
4 „„ El Where, 


0 24 ] 
Where, yet bewall d, ArxcyLz's warm Aſhes lie, A 
Let Muſic breathe her moft perſuaſive 8 wks! | 


To him, what Heaven to Man could give, it gave, 


Wiſe, generous, honeſt, eloquent and brave. 


Genius and Y alour for AxGvLs ſhall mourn, 
And his own Laurels flouriſh round his Urn. 
O, may they bloom beneath a fav ring Sky, 
And in their Shade +: chun and Envy die ws 01 


When thou, long weary of the Plagues of State, 
Fraud, Folly, Falſchood, Prejudice and Hate, 
When thou, O BuTe, ſhalt yicld thy lateſt Breath, 
Become th' unenvied Citizen of Death, 
Some happier Muſe ſhall place thy honour'd Name 


In the fair Roll of Time-ſurviving Fame; 
All mean Abuſe thy injur'd Country ſcorn, 


And glory in the Rlacg Where Burz was born 


N 


